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DEDICATION. 


To SS .  # S S 


ADAM, accept, tho' I'm forbid to uſe 
' Your Name rever'd, this Tribute from the Muſe. 


Perhaps ſtrict judgment might exclaim, ſorbear 


Till thou canſt ſing what's fit for her to hear; 
Vet, like a Child of ſome new Plaything glad, 


I ran with Joy and gave the beſt I had. 


But if, in happier Hour, the Gods inſpire 


My lukewarm Boſom with a bolder Fire, 


| Your Picture, Madam, I'll preſume to draw, 


And ſtrike the giddy Female World with Awe. 


What tho no Titles lengthen-out your Name, | 


Tho' yet unnotic'd in the Rolls of Fame, 


Good Senſe, and Virtue always will excel, 
And bear the Prize foci every — Belle. 
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P RE FAC E, by the Editor. 


T T is wonderful fo much Time and Ink have been ſpent, 
in reducing to a Syſtem the feeding of Running-Horſes, and 
Game Cocks, while our Poets, who make a great Part in all 
publick Feſtivity, have been entirely neglected; yet I muſt 
ſay, in behalf of the preſent Age, it is not owing to Parſi- 
mony or any particular Oeconomy; for when were Men more 


liberal of their Purſes, than they are in theſe Days Have 


not many, and thoſe of the higheſt Rank, been reduced to 


the laſt Shilling, by ſupporting the Family of the Turf, and 
Cock-Pit? Nay, ſo emulous are our very Mechanicks, that 
it is no uncommon Thing to ſee them venture more, at one 


of theſe innocent Amuſements, than they can hope honeſtly to 


gain in a Twelvemonth; therefore, we muſt trace this Neglect 


to ſome other Source. 

Poverty and Poetry have been inſeparable Companions from 
the earlieſt Ages, and thoſe who have encouraged that divine 
Art, have wiſely and carefully avoided enriching the Man, 


leſt they ſhould ſpoil the Poet. Again, it is a Maxim of 


great Antiquity, that no Production can be good till it hath 
ſtood the Teſt of an hundred Years ; then what Man of Senſe 
would pretend to read a modern Poem? And here I muſt 
congratulate thoſe, who, to avoid this Error, never read at 
all; who conſtitute a great Part of the faſhionable World, 
and who may enraptured fay with Horace, 
Dai profanum vulgus, et arceo. 


Perhaps 


B 


Perhaps our Author, like many others, wrote his Poem 
merely for Amuſement, till he found it grow into a regular 
Syſtem ; but I wiſh he had given it ſome other Name, as I 
fear it is more likely to become Food for Critics, than for any 
of his diſtreſſed Brethren. But I am convinced, if the Re- 
viewers will read him with their zſual Candour, they will 
_ confeſs he hath deſerved well from the Publick, and /erioufly 
recommend him to all who intend to court, or patronize the 
Muſes. The Examples are well choſen and convincing, but 
it happens with Poets, as with Horſes and Cocks, that all 
are not game, how regularly ſoever trained and fed; and the 
moſt generous Courſer, for Want of Food and Exerciſe, may 
be reduced to a common Hack. As this is the Caſe, every 
Candidate for publick Fame ought to be carefully examined, 
before he is allowed to gather a ſingle Flower from the Foot 
of Parnaſſus, which would ſave Abundance of Chriſtian 
Paper and Ink; and perhaps our Sack, in former Days, 
would not have been thrown ſo wantonly away. 
Natura fieret laudabile carmen, an arte, 
| Quaſitum eft ; Ego nec fludium fine divit 2 vena, 
Nec rude quid profit video ingenium ; alterius fic 
Altera poſcit opem res, et conjurat amice. 
| Theſe Verſes abundantly prove what I have juſt 1 for 
Nature, however refined, cannot produce any Thing worthy 
of the publick Notice, without the Aſſiſtance of Art; or, in 
our Author's Words, proper feeding; and feeding a Man un- 
formed by Nature, would be like benttering Seeds among 
Rocks and Briars. 5 
Writings that betray a true poetic Spirit, how unpoliſhed 
ſoever they are, extort from us Praiſe and Admiration ; but 
thoſe that are cold and lifeleſs, though formed upon the moſt 
ſcrupulous 
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fragelous Obſeryation of the Laws of Poetry, are neglected 
or condemned. Poetry is allowed, by the beſt Judges, to be 
a true Deſcription of Nature, then how weakly muſt they 
argue, who rank deſcriptive Poetry amongſt the meaneſt Pro- 
ductions of that Art, which has no exiſtence but in Deſcrip- 
tion? Virgil, in his Paſtorals, has given a fine Picture of 
the Country where he lived, and wonders Men ſhould fly 
thoſe delightful Scenes, where Gods, and godlike Heroes 
had reſided. 

Pnem fugis, ab] Demens ? Habit arunt Dii one filvas, 

Dardaniuſque Paris. 
But this may be objected to by ſome, who will fay; he ſpeaks 
as a Shepherd perfectly reſigned to that State Providence had 
placed him in; and then urge it, as a Proof againſt our Hy- 
potheſis, that his Writings were the Effect of Prejudice and 


Education, and not in Conſequence of that Regimen which 
is preſcribed by our Author. But this is a Miſtake, which 


Virgil himſelf ſhall teſtify, 
Atque utinam e vobit unus, veſtrique fuiſſem, 
Aut cuſtos gregts, aut mature vinitor UVa. 
Which we ſhall thus paraphraſe, had Heaven kindly made 


me free to tend my own Flocks, or dreſs my Vineyards, 1 
| ſhould have been happy; theſe Pictures of rural Felicity 
would have been more open, and juſt; from my own Table 


I ſhould have been properly fed for the Undertaking, and not 
dependent upon you, as I now am. Doctor Trapp was clearly 


of our Author's Opinion, when ſpeaking of Homer, and Virgil, 


comparatively, he ſays, It is a great Error to think that all 
Fire conſiſts in quarrelling, and fighting, as do three Parts in 


four of Homer's, in his Iliad. The Fire we are ſpeaking of 
is Spirit and Vivacity Not that Virgil is deficient in that Sort 
of 
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of Fire, the fierce, the rapid, the fighting.” Now what is 
this leſs than ſaying, that Virgil, though cooler in his Liquor, 
yet, occaſionally, when he had drank deeply, could fiercely 


beat the Rounds, rapidly run over a Waiter, and knock 
down, or kill a Watchman, in neither Inſtance inferior to 
Homer himſelf? Mr. Pope's Sentiments are ſomewhat dif- 
ferent, but exactly to our Purpoſe ; © This Fire, ſays he, is 
diſcerned in Virgil as through a Glaſs, every where equal and 
conſtant : In Lucan, and Statius, it burſts out in ſudden, 


ſhort, and interrupted Flaſhes : In Milton it glows like a 
Furnace, kept to an uncommon Heat by. Art: In Shakeſpear 
it ſtrikes before we are aware, like an accidental Fire from 


Heaven : But in Homer, and in him only, it burns every 


where clearly, and every where irreſiſtibly.” Though theſe 


two great Men cannot agree which of their Authors was moſt 


teſty in his Liquor, yet, wende it is clear, they both thought 
it neceſſary for an Epic Writer to be often heated with gene- 
rous Wine; otherwiſe the Fire of his Imagination would 
damp, and diſcharge itſelf in a cloudy Vapour. Perhaps the 
metaphorical Manner, in which theſe Doctrines have been 


delivered, hath long concealed their true Meaning; but that 


we have found it 1s plain, from 7 himſelf, who is his beſt 
Commentator, 


Drink deep or taſte not the Pierian Spring. 
Which is ſaying, if you are by Nature formed a Poet, and 
would willingly arrive at the higheſt Perfection in your Art, by 


writing an Epic Poem, drink freely ; otherwiſe refrain from 
Wines, and you may walk fafely in the inferior Paths of 
Poetry. Every Man of Reading will ſee I have treated him 

candidly, and, without ſcruple, give into my Arguments, 


which are founded on | the ſtrongeſt Baſis, and ſupported by 
W_ 
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the beſt Authority; free from thoſe mean Subterfuges, and 
ſplitting of Texts, practiſed by the modern Sectaries, which 
muſt be held in the utmoſt Contempt, by every one whoſe _ 
Breaſt is in the leaſt enriched with Science. I ſhall not de- 


fend, or explain any Part of this little Poem, but adviſe all 
' Patrons and Poets, never to put it out of their Hands, 


Nocturna verſate manu, verſate diurna. 


J have a Reaſon for urging it ſtrongly, which is this, I fear 


our poor Bard is nearly reduced to a ſatirical Diet, which he 


abhors, and would willingly avoid, and for the publick Good I 
fincerely wiſh he may for though Gaming in itſelf is per- 


fectly innocent, and lawful, it muſt ſhock every humane 


Breaſt to ſee it turned to Ridicule ; and, certain it is, the 
beſt of Things may be made ridiculous, in the Hands of a 


prophane Wit. Our Author himſelf aſſured me his next 
Eſſay, if he was reduced to a proper Regimen, ſhould be on 
that Subject. I have often earneſtly perſuaded him againſt it, 


by urging the Improbability of Succeſs, when not only the 
Faſhion of the Age, but the Practice of the greateſt Men in 
it, were againſt him; nay, I once ventured to mention his 
own Inability, but he ſcoffingly OG, in the Words of 
Juvenal, 


- Stulta eff clementia, cum tot ubique 
Vatibus occurras, perituræ parcere charte. 
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FOOD for POETS, &c. 


M DAM! permit an humble Swain 
To greet you, with a ruſtic Strain, 
Firſt ſung near that meand' ring * Stream, 


Where hungry Poets often dream 

Of Pheœbus, and the tuneful Nine, 

Then wake, and ſtudy — where to dine. 
For they re forbid, by Laws of old, 5 
Or Land, or Tenement to hold; 

Or to provide or Wine, or Meat, 


Or know with whom they next ſhall eat: 
And few, the Truth muſt be confeſs' d, 
This antient Statute have tranſgreſs d. 


The River 1818. 
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Mios bath, in his Auma, faid, 


That Men think juſt as they are fed: ä 
From whence we this Concluſion bring, 


As Poets feed, they always ſing, 


In ev'ry diff rent Kind of Poem: 
Thus far premis d, by Way of Proem, 


Methodically we go on, 


As TRAPP, and many more have done. 


And fiſt for EPIGRAM; they tell ye, 
You ſhould not over-fill his Belly; 
A conſtant vegetable Diet 
Will keep the inward Foe at quiet, 


With now and then ſome bottled Ale, 


It matters not if mild or ſtale, 


'Tis certainly + Liquor fit 


For that pert Kind of ſparkling Wit. 


Deny him then the uſual Potion, 


Which gave the Epigram its Motion, 


To ELEGY his Muſe is turn d; 
A Miſtreſs, or a Pudding. mourn' d 
Fills up the Tear-bedighted Line; 


He laugh'd, alas] but now muſt pine. 


Next 
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E 
Next to the Groves and Meadows take him, 
Where Dolly oft may Cheeſecakes bake him, 


And ſtuff him well with Curds and Cream, 


To PASTORAL he turns his Theme ; 
Admires the Dew-beſpangled Morn, 

And chirping Birds on ev'ry Thorn; 

The pretty little bleating Lambs, 

Which friſk about their tender Dams; 
And lowing Herds, which, from her Cave, 
Call Echo forth to hear them rave. 


Now make his Diet ſomewhat higher, 
And ſeat him by the Farmer's Fire, 
With a large country Audience round, 


In Theme DIDACTIC hell abound ; 


Prove Non TE, or ChArHAu, either knew more, 


As he is in or out of Humour. 


Fame thus acquir'd, he doth regale 


With Beef, or Pork, and humming Ale; 


Which tunes his Soul to ODE or SONNET, 
And ſcarce a Nymph, who wears a Bonnet, 
To the whole Village doth belong, 


But is immortaliz'd in Song. 


„ Poor 


n 


Poor Pegaſus! * how hard thy Fate! 
Juſt like an Oxford Hackney beat. 
Not fo when Perſius fiſt beſtrode thee; 


Nor when the furious Pinday rode thee ; 


Then few, but few, with double Rein, 


Could guide thee o'er the verdant Plain. 


\ 
Now let us turn from Song to SAT I RE, 


For Poets are not all * 


But firſt the Regimen — -With Bread 
Once ev' ry Day let him be fed, 

And Water, quantum ſi fficit 

Which he from Helicon+ muſt get; 

He'll then diſcern what Miſchief s brewing, 
And point you out a Nation's Ruin ; 


Spend all his Ink, and Gall, and Blood, 


To do an injur'd Country good. 


For COMEDY, Swif?'s our Example, 
Who, all muſt own, is full and ample; 


* A winged Horſe, which ſprang from the Blood that was ſpilt in 
cutting off the Head of et firſt rode by Per ſius, the Son of f Jupiter 


and Danate. 


+ A Mountain in Bweotia, over which Pegaſus flew; and chancing to 
ſtrike his Hoof againſt it, cauſed the Fons Caballinus, or Horſe Fountain, 


... ˙ . ͤ— . .. ALS 


oo 
Though for the Stage he neyer = 

His Journals cannot be forgot. 1 585 

Read Draper's Letters o er again, ED 
You'll fay he knew both Books and Men; J 
But Gulliver would prove alone 

He made the Comic Muſe his own, 
And had in Law and Verſe a Knack more, 
* han moſt who ſtudy Coke or Blackmore, 
Sometimes the Dean was found in Garret, 
And ſometimes lolling in a Chariot: 

| Now ſleeps where Lodging's for a Penny, 
And eats, and drinks, and laughs with any. 
Which proves, a heterogeneous Matter 
Aprees with Miſs * Thalia's Nature. 


But if for TRAGEDY you feed, 
Pe careful; never let him bleed; 

But drink before he goes to reſt, 
For a full Habit's always beſt ; 

You dread a Fever, which we want, 
For when delirious he will rant, 
Smit with the Love of ſacred Lay, + 
And rave, and write the live-long Day. 


* The Comic Muſe. 


+ Snut with the Love of ſacred Song.— PAR. Losr. b. 3. ver, 29. 
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( 6 ) 
Cool Add, iſon made Maſter Cato 
Lay by his Glaſs to ſtudy Plato; 
And then to pleaſe the Gall'ry Folks, 
Who all are fond of Deaths and Jokes, | 
Throw the Philoſopher aſide, 
And play the /i ling Suicide. 


But ſee the contrary Extream, 
This mov'd by Fire, and that by Phlegm 


Put off the Evil till To-morrow; 
And nobly prov 'd, we ought to bear 
The Load intruſted to our Care. 


Homer, of Bards the vl Fellow, 
Ne'er touch'd a String till he was mellow, 
Then, fig d with Port, or good Champaign, 
Each Thought came ſmoaking from his Brain. 
But ſtop, —— I think the Critics fay, 

Thoſe Wines were not in Homer's Day. 


Now, this Objection to remove, 
We'll prove the very Fact on Fove 3 3 


1 For he 'twas planted ev'ry Vine, 
[1 on” taught the Gods the Uſe of Wine. 


Young Hamlet, though oppreſs'd with Sorrow, 


Though 


» 
A 
«1 
4 
Bd « 
9) 
8 
i 
8 
5 
9 
1 
IF 
34 
'P 
1 
E 
. : 
4] 
A 
v.98. 
: A 
* 
; 
* 
2 
"= 
3 
BW 
J 


"F 30 


Though we digreſs a while to ſhew ©, 


You muſt confeſs you drove me to it. 
The ſſ pecious Tale, ſo often told, 


Devis'd by cunning Bards of old, 


If taken literally, in one Senſe, 


Is little more or leſs than N onſenſe. 


Could Jupiter be ſuch a Blade, 


Firſt, to ſeduce a harmleſs Maid, 


Then, when obtain'd his baſe Deſire, 
To ſet the Lady' s Houſe: on Fire? 
Some ſay, indeed, that $ Puno, jealous, 
Slily betray d this King of Fellows; 
And that he, from the Mother dying, 


| Sav'd a poor Embryo-God from frying; 


Who, in his Father's | thigh concealed, 


Was at a proper Time revealed. 


$ Rogat illa Jovem fine nomine munus. 
Cui Deus, Elige, ait, nullam patiere repulſam: 
Qucoque magis credus,. Stygii quoque conſcia ſunto 
Numina torrentis timor, et deus ille deorum eſt. 


Læta malo, nimiumque petens, perituraque amantis 


Obſequio, Semele: Qualem Saturnia, dixit, 
Te ſolet amplecti; Veneris eum fœdus initis, 
Da. mihi te talem. 
1— — — — Genetricis. 45 alvo. 
Eripitur, patrioque tener (fi credere dignum eſt) 
Inſuitur femori, maternaque tempora complet. 


But, 


r 
But, ſtrip'd of this poetic Madneſs, 
Let's hear the Tale in ſober Sadneſs, — 


To cleanſe the Ground, ere Vines were laid, 


Fove us d his Thigh to drive the Spade, 


For then no Labourers were known, 


The Gods perform'd their. Work alone ; 


Unlike the Great, who now, for Hire, 


Get Men to run through Dirt and Mire, 


For Laun, or t Ribbands, leap o'er Sticks, 
And play a thouſand Monkey Tricks ; 


But they, above ſuch mean Rewards, 


Sought Honour only from their Bards; ; 


Who, as Jove Planted firſt the Vine, 


Did feign his Son the God of Wine. 


Now all confeſs, in Vegetation 


Fol hath a very near Relation, 


Therefore no Study we require, 


To prove our Bacchus born in Fire. 


Next, let us hear the Tale of Pallas, 


She, tis agreed, came forth a tall Laſs, 


For a Deſcription of theſe, which are an n Imitation of the Olympic 


Games, ſee the Voyage to Lillipur. 


d — — — Corpus mortale tumultus 
Non tulit æthereos, doniſque jugalibus arſit. 


—— 


— — 
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„ 
Arm'd cap-a- pe, from Fove's * own Head, 
Who was by Vulcan brought to Bed. 
The Caſe was this: ve loved his Glaſs, 
And ſeldom let an Evening paſs 
Without ſome witty Bladesat Hand, 
Who drank, as long they could ſtand ; 
One Night, when they were quite top-ful, 
FYulcan made, what we call a Bull, 
On which ſome ſprightly T hings were faid 
By Jove, who thus was brought to Bed. 
Theſe anſwered, make Objections no more, 


And we again will ſpeak of Homer. 


What Madneſs muſt poſſeſs their Brains, 
Who fancied his exalted Strains 

Were by an old blind Beggar chanted ? 
'Tis plain that Commonſenſe they wanted, 
When nothing but the beſt of Feeding 
Could have produced ſuch Devin. of Reading. 


LV 5 the next upon Hema, 
Lived in the Sunſhine of a Court ; ; 


De capitis fertur ſine matre paterni 
Verwce cum clypeo profiluiſte ſuo. 


2» 
Who, ere Auguſtus brought him thither, 
Did little but obſerve the Weather, 


And teach good Wives to mind their Bees, 


And Gard'ners when to prune their Trees, 


But when old Rome he got a Seat in, 


And learn'd the Art of princely eating, 


We find his Muſe and him aſpire ; 


Both warm'd at a true EPIC FIRE. 


When Ovid was expell'd the Borough, 


Nothing was heard but Songs of Sorrow; 


Tho' no one at his Maſter's Table, 


To ſing more ſweet than he was able. 


Madam, if yet you would have more 
Examples, we could give a Score; 
But, Matthew * ſays, if aptly choſen, 


Four are as valid as four Dozen. 


Perhaps you now require to know 


What makes this Kind of Verſes flow ; 
And bid me, who the Precepts give, 


Declare to you how well 1 live. 


* Prior 0 


Directed 
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Directed by my wayward Fate, 


I often think, and ſometimes eat; 


Sometimes I drink ſtrong Beer, and Wine, 


Thanks to the Publich, and the Wine; 
Let Envy clink her ſelfwrought Chain, 
And Dulne/s view my State with Pain; 
Unletter'd Greatneſs idly ſtare 

On me, like Children at a Bear; 

I mock the ſupercilious Crowd, 
Deſpiſe the Covetous and Proud; 

Hold ev'ry Partizan at Diſtance, 


And wiſh the poor diſtreſs'd Athiſtance. 
Happy, with the diſcerning few, 


I honour all with Hearts like you. 
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